TheTragedie 

Vngouernd youth, to wayle it with her age. 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butcherd, 

Old withered plaints to waile it with their age : 

Sweare not by time to come/orthat thou haft 
Miftifed, ere vfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. tAs I entend to profper and repent. 

So thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoftile armes,roy felfe my felfe confound, - 
Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite, all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 

Immaculated devotion, holy thoughts, 

I render notthy beauteous princely daughter. 

In her confifts my happinefle and thine. 

Without her followes to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foule. 

Sad defolation,ruinc and decay. 

It cannot be auoided butbythis: 

’ Itwillnotbeauoidedbutbythis: 

Therefore good Mother ( I muft call you fo) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her, 

Pleade what I will be, not what I haue beene. 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue: 

Vrge the neceflitie and ftate of times, ^ 
e^ndbe not peeuifti fond in great defigncs, 

Qu, flialll be tempted oftheDiuell thus? 

King. I, iftheDiuell tempt thee to doe good. 

9h. Shall 1 forget my felfe to be my felfe? 

Kwg.l, if your felfes remembrance wrong your lelte. 

But thou didft kill my Children. 

Ki. But in your daughters wombe lie buriethem. 

Where in that neft offpicerie there (hall breed, 

Selfes of themfelues, to your rccomfiture. 

9u. Shall I.goe win my daughter to thy will \ 

King. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

9u. I goe, write to me very Ihortly. . a 

Xing. Beare her my tr ue loues kilfe : farewell. Ext 

R- entingfoole, and (hallow changing woman. Ent 

Kg. My gracious Soucraigne,on the Wcfterne co ^ » h 


of Richard the Third, 

Rideth a puiifantNauie: To the (liore, 

Throng many doubtfullhollow-harted friends, 

Vnartnd, and vnrefolu’d tobeatethem backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their ^dmirall: 

And there they hull, expecting but the aide. 

Of Buckingham to welcome them a (here. 

King. Some light-foot friend, poft to the D. of Norfolk?* 
Ratcltfe thy felfe, or Catesby, where is he i 
fit. Heere my Lord. 

Kin. Flie to the Duke; poft thou to Salisbury , 

When thou corned there : dull vnraindfull villanie 
Why ftandft thou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke? 

Cat. Firft mightie foueraigne,let me know your mind. 
What from your grace 1 (halldeliuer him. 

King. O true, good Catesbie , bid him leuie ftraight, 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
t^nd meet me presently at Sahsburie. 

Rat. What is your highnelTe plcafure I (hal do at Salisbury 
King. Why what wouldft thou doe there before I go? 
Rat. Your Highncs told me I (liould poft before. 

King . My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang’d 4 
How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby. 

Bar. None good my Lord, to pleafeyou with the hearing, 
Nor none (b bad, but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thou runne fo many mile about. 

When thou mayft tell thy tale aneerer way. 

Once more what newes ? 

Bar. Richmond is on the Teas. 
ifwg.Therelet him finke, and be the Teas on him, . 
White liuered runnagate,wnat doth he there l 
Bar . I know not mightie foueraigne but by guelfc. 

Ming. Well fir, as you gue(Te,as you guelle. 

Bar. Jturd vp by D or fet, Buckingham and Elyi 
Heinakes for England, there toclaimethecrmvne. 

King. Is the Chaire empty? Is thefwprdvnfwaid? 
h the King dead? the Empire vnpolfeft? 

What heire of York? is there aliue but we? 

-4nd yvho is Englands King, but great Yorke s heire? 

' K 3 Then 
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